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Flame burns, rain sinks into the cracks 

And they all go to rack ruin beneath the thud of the years. 
Stands genius a deathless adornment, 

a name not to be worn out with the years. 
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And must, we suppose, become uncritical, vindictive, 
And must, in order to beat 

The enemy, model ourselves upon the enemy, 
A howling radio for our paraclete. 

The night continues wet, the axe keeps falling, 
The hill grows bald and bleak 

No longer one of the sights of London but maybe 
We shall have fireworks here by this day week. 
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